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Summary: Disaster strikes the world, but the worlds greatest heroes 
prevail. How will they survive this post-apocalypse world? 


1. Can't Save Everyone 

Power. That's the key isn't... Everybody fights for and and their 's 
always a craving for more. This is our story, we all did our best to 
protect Earth and mankind, but no one can protect man from 
himself . 

2018 July 13 (Eriday the 13th) 

I looked at myself in the mirror, I hadn't left the Watchtower in a 
few months. I had only been a member of the Justice League for a year 
and a half, but I had lived every minute of it. Eirst of all, space 
is amazing, it's truly beautiful. Looking down at the Earth, you 
forget of the terror and violence. 

The man in the mirror was a different than he was a few years ago. 
Nightwing, a name Clark helped me come up with. I looked my my 
growing shadow across my chin and my shaggy ebony hair hung below my 
eyes . 

I ran a hand through my hair, my pale blue eyes revealed themselves. 

I smirked as I grabbed the razor and cut the scruff from my chin. I 
looked down at my blue emblem and smiled, I grabbed my mask and 
placed it over my eyes. 

I walked out of my room and into the main room, Elash turned to me 
and waved me over. The rest of the League members were walking 
through the teleporter. Wally West, my best friend and the current 
Elash . 

"What's going on?" I asked as I walked closer to the Scarlett 
Speedster, "The President has requested an audience with us. He says 



it's important." Flash explained as he pulled his mask over his 
face . 

I nodded and followed behind the speedster into the teleporter. We 
all arrived in the Oval Office. Superman stood in front of the 
president, the other seven of us followed in behind. Batman was the 
true leader, but he wasn't the most sociable person, 

"We're here, Mr. President. What's so urgent?" The Boy-Scout (As 
Bruce called him) asked the president. The president had a grim look 
on his face, "I bring some dire knew. We know of a team of soldiers 
that seek to-" The president was cut off... As a bullet blew straight 
threw his head. 

It all happened too fast. Flash and Supes didn't even see the bullet 
fly through. The president collapsed to the ground. The destruction 
followed, three canisters of tear gas flew in through the window. We 
all fell to the ground, except for Superman and Bats. 

Superman was just immune and Bruce had a gas mask in his normal mask. 
They both stood tall and got ready for what came next. Five men 
smashed in threw the window. They held guns to their heads, they had 
a Z sketched into his body armor. 

"The cycle must continue. We can't do that with you here." The leader 
of the five spoke out. Superman faced him with no fear. The man shot 
three bullets straight through Superman's chest. He looked down at 
his chest, he was in disbelief of what just happened. 

He fell to his his knees and then fell on his face. Batman almost 
immediately lunged at the man. He grabbed him tightly by the throat. 

I had trained myself many tactics with tear gas, so I had gained 
somewhat of a tolerance, for that reason, I shot up and tackled two 
of the men. 

Wonder Woman grabbed the other two by the throat and smashed their 
heads together, knocking them out. Batman stared at the man and 
ripped the mask off of him, "What have you done!?" he yelled at 
him . 

The man curled his lips into a malicious smile, "You can't stop us. 
It's over... It's already happening" he explained. He looked over his 
shoulder into the horizon, "They're coming!" Batman groaned and threw 
the man into the pavement below them. 

He reached into the man's pocket and yanked out his phone. He crushed 
it in his hand and pulled out the microchip. He jammed it into his 
gauntlet, he was nearly shaking with rage. He pulled up some of the 
text . 

He scanned through the words, his eyes zipped through quickly. His 
rage turned to fear in a matter of seconds. He whipped his head up 
and looked at the two of us, "We need to go. Fast. They've launched a 
nuclear bomb" he explained as he grabbed Green Arrow and Cyborg. 

I just did as he said, I grabbed Flash and Supergirl. I was damn 
thankful that they didn't get to Kara. She was more venerable to the 
tear gas due to her blood. Clark lived in space, on the watchtower. 

He lived much closer to the sun which made his powers stronger, 
whilst Kara lived on earth. 



Wonder Woman and I walked through the teleporter and left the terror 
behind us. I glanced one last time at Superman's lifeless body. I 
just turned my head back and walked forward. I sighed, a friend, a 
leader, and a hero. Gone.. Just like that... 

The walked through the teleporter and looked into my new 
surroundings. Although it was cool, going from one place to another 
in a blink of an eye, but the downside was you lose the water weight 
from your body and leaves you nearly dehydrated. 

I looked around my surroundings, a familiar sight. The Batcave, 
although I was happy to be home I wasn't entirely sure why we were 
here instead of the watchtower. 

Batman walked over to the batcomputer, "Alfred! Active protocol 
Aftermath" he ordered his old friend. Alfred couldn't believe his 
words, but he did as Bruce said. . . He always did. Alfred and Bruce 
used a key that they both had and activated a machine that had seven 
tanks emerge from the floor. 

Bruce turned to me and Diana, "Get them in the tanks!" he exclaimed. 
We both nodded and one by one placed each JLA member in a tank, which 
was fill to the top with a blue sticky substance. We attached some 
oxygen masks to them and placed them in. 

Only us four remained... but only three tanks were left. Bruce 
realized what he had done, "I-I only made seven tanks... four the 
original Justice League..." he stated grimly. He opened the other 
three pods and turned to us, "Go. These pods should sustain you for 
long enough for the radiation to simmer down. 

"The Vibranium should be strong enough to withstand the blast. You 
three get in. I'll make sure everything is in order. I'm leaving it 
up to you. Whatever the world is like... Make sure there is still 
good in it" he told us. 

Bruce walked up to Alfred, "Goodbye, Old friend" he said to Alfred 
for he last time. Alfred had a weak smile to hide his quivering lip, 
"Goodbye Master Bruce... You're parents told me to protect you. I 
won't fail now" he stated. 

Bruce seemed confused by his words. Alfred ripped out a taser that he 
hid behind his back and electrocuted Bruce's neck. The Batman fell to 
the ground, unconsious. Alfred looked over at us, "Get him in the 
tank" he ordered. 

We pulled the knight into the tank. Wonder Woman then got in to the 
one next to him. I walked up to Alfred for the last time, I couldn't 
think of any possible words to express what I was feeling. So, I 
pulled him to me and hugged him tight, I felt tear stream down him 
face, I was doing the same. 

After lingering for a few moments, we parted. I looked at the man 
that had raised me since I was a young boy. I smiled at him and wiped 
away my tears, "Goodbye Alfred..." I choked on the words as they left 
my lips . 


Alfred returned my smile and nodded, "Goodbye Master Grayson... 
You've a heart of gold. Don't let that change" he told me as he lead 



me towards he tank. I under stood what he meant and I nodded. 


I pulled off my shirt and pulled the oxygen mask over my face. I 
dipped my feet into the liquid first. I looked at the security camera 
of the Manor, I saw bomb. In all it's glory. It was moving fast and 
was heading for the center of Gotham. I closed my eyes and turned 
away. I forced myself into the tank. 

I needed to do something, but I knew I was no help. I sighed and 
dunked myself in the tank. I took a few breaths. I head the typing of 
our faithful butler in the distance. I slowly faded out of 
consciousness and a thought passed through my mind. 

"Goodbye" 

A/N - Hope you enjoyed reading this chapter as much as I enjoyed 
writing it! Please Review! 


2 . Welcome Back 

There went a shock through my body, I shot open his eyes and lunged 
forward and leapt out of the tank. I ripped off his oxygen mask and 
started to gasp for air. It took a few moments before I regained his 
eye-sight . 

I looked down at the floor beneath me. My entire body tingled, I felt 
like every bone in my body had turned to mush. I laid there for a few 
good minutes. I finally gathered up enough strength to stand. I 
grabbed hold of the desk above me. 

I used the desk that the Batcomputer rested on to support myself. It 
was pitch black and only the glow from the tank illuminated the 
surrounding area, "Batcomputer... Lights" I mumbled, still trying to 
breath normally. 

"Error. All Power Systems Malfunctioned" a female robotic voice 
answered back. I groaned, "Access Wayne Power Grid, then" I ordered 
in a gruff voice, "Error. Wayne Power Grid, Offline" she answered 
back . 

I widened my eyes, "What the hell... That's the most advanced grid in 
the country" I muttered to myself. I left the support of the table, 
my muscles were starting to function properly. 

"Access the Underground Generator. Do something. Just get the fucking 
lights on!" I yelled. The computer didn't answer for a moment, then 
spoke the words I was hoping for, "Power Online. Batcave, fully 
functional" she spoke like music to my ears. 

The light to the cafe slowly went back on, along with most of the 
technology. The cave had remained mostly intact, and I had no idea 
how long it had been. I turned on the giant computer. 

It took a moment to establish a good connection, but the computer 
eventually came on. It pulled up a page of the tank systems, I was 
shocked by what I saw. There were eight tanks... but three of them 
had completely malfunctioned. 

I leapt out of the chair and ran towards the other tanks. I pried off 



the top of one of the tanks. The substance that Bruce used somehow 
stopped dead bodies from decaying. I fell to my knees when I saw the 
face of the body. 

Flash... Wally... My best friend... He downed when the tank 
malfunctioned. He lay there... Lifeless, I knew we couldn't live 
forever, but... Seeing him there, I just couldn't believe it. We all 
seemed so immortal, untouchable... 

I forced myself to keep going, I needed to see else who else... 
didn't make it... 

I ran over to the second tank and ripped the lid from the hinges of 
the tank. I closed my eyes in pain... Diana, she didn't make it 
either... I sighed and kept moving. I moved to the last, I didn't 
want to see any more of my friends dead, but I had to see who it 
was . 

I sighed and pulled the top of he tank. I knew it had to have been at 
least a few years, the meta was brittle and rusted, I don't think I 
would have gotten free if the metal wasn't so easy to break. 

I sighed at the sight of one of my best friends... dead in the tank. 
Cyborg, my second in command back when we were members of the Teen 
Titans. I placed my hand on his metal chest, "I'm... I'm sorry 
Vic..." I muttered to him. 

I turned back to the computer, I shook my head free of any excess 
thoughts and became determined to get the rest of the League Members 
back. I walked to the computer and opened up the commands for the 
tanks. I typed in some code that Bruce taught me. After a minute or 
two, I finished typing the commands in. 

I looked back over at the rest of the tanks and closed my eyes, 
"Please... Please work" I prayed aloud. I pressed enter and the tanks 
that I hadn't broken open started to glow a bright blue. I looked 
over at the computer, it said the re-animation process would take 30 
minutes . 

I nodded. At least some survived. I needed to find out how long it 
had been and what happened after the bombs fell. I walked up stairs 
and pushed open the clock. The Manor looked nowhere as near as good 
as the cave did. All the furniture was thrown about and every few 
paces, there would be a hole in the wall. The old building was nearly 
coming apart . 

I walked up the stairs and realized the entire roof had blown 
completely blown off. My legs started to ache again, I placed my hand 
on the old wall to support myself. I then walked into a old room... 
Alfred ' s room . 

I remembered the last words he said to me "You're heart is made of 
gold" Alfred was like a father to me. I knew he was gone... I walked 
to his bed, I smiled. Even after all this, his bed was still neat and 
tucked in. I felt a tear stream down my cheek. 

I looked at the nightstand next to his bed. There rest dog tags on 
the top. Alfred Pennyworth. The inscription read all the information 
for Alfred. He was actually an agent before he came to work for 
Bruce's dad. 



I smiled at the tags and grabbed them. I put them on, something to 
remember him by. I turned away and looked out into the new world. I 
had read books, seen movies, even played games that simulated the 
decimation of the world, but nothing compares to the real 
thing . . . 

It's impossible to describe, he only way you could begin to 
comprehend it is if I told you that the Earth had a scar. The green 
grass was turned to a gray mix of ash and dirt. The skies had turned 
cloudy and the sun didn't hold as much authority over the sky. 

The beautiful yellow bright sun had turned a deep orange and was 
hidden behind the looming clouds. I looked grimly into the distance, 
Gotham City, it was ground zero for the attack. There was a crater 
the size of half the city and the rest buried in dirt and ashes. 

There were a few remaining buildings, but nothing like what the 
monumental city had before the bombs. 

I turned away from the destruction and walked out of the old room. I 
glanced back once more before I headed back to the cave, I smiled and 
said goodbye to an old friend for the last time and headed back 
down . 

I walked down the stairs and say the timer, it was ticking down to 
its last seconds. Suddenly, a tank shot open and Bruce rose from the 
metal pod. He ripped off the oxygen mask and fell to the floor of he 
cave and gasped for his breath. 

I rushed to his aid, but whist I was running for Bruce, three others 
broke open. Green Arrow, Supergirl, and Green Lantern. Bruce waved me 
off, the re-animation should make their recover much quicker and much 
less painful than mine was. 

I nodded at Bruce and rushed over to the others . I went to Kara 
first, "Kara? Can you hear me?" I asked. She looked up at me and 
nodded, "Wow... That's one helluva hangover" she remarked. I grinned 
at the slightest, she still had her wit. 

I went around and helped the others and got them some fresh clothes, 
along with some new clothes for myself. I tried to explain what was 
happening to the four of them as best I could, but they'd just gotten 
out of the tank and had trouble accepting what is going on. 

Kara shook her head, "I-I can't believe it... So... Everything is 
gone?" she questioned with disbelief on her face. I shrugged, "All I 
saw was Gotham. I've no idea if there is anything left... Or even 
what year it is" he explained. 

Then... We heard a crackle, a laugh, a snicker that was 
unforgettable, that was singed into our minds until the day we pass. 
The Joker. The Clown revealed himself to us with a grin hat remained 
the same, but a body that was unfamiliar. 

The Maniac had burns all across his body, along with wrinkles on 
wrinkles. I knew it had been more than a year, but Joker looked like 
he was at least a hundred. The Clown crackled some more and slapped 
his knee, he was even tearing up. 


He looked straight at Bruce, "Hey Batys . . . It's been a while" he 



retorted. I looked down and saw Bruce clench his fist in anger, "Of 
course... of course you would be the one to survive an atomic bomb" 
he muttered to himself. 

Joker snickered some more and fell to the ground and started cracking 
up. He wiped his eyes and looked back at Bruce, "I'm not here to 
fight you Batsy... At least, not anymore. After 700 years of alone 
time, you have time to think about things-" Bruce cut the clown 
of f . 

"What?! 700 years?!" he asked in a panic, "You're lying!" he accused. 
Joker smiled and snickered a bit, the evil clown shook his head, "No 
I'm not. Why would I ever lie to you? I've got no reason to." he 
stated with a smile. 

Bruce groaned at him, "Fine... If it has been 700 years. How are you 
still alive?" he asked with anger on his brow. 

Joker smiled and crossed his legs, "Get ready kiddies! It's story 
time ! " 


End 
f ile . 



